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Author's Notes: 

| came up with the idea for this story from listening to the song "Raised on Rock" and also from a comment 
Christian Meine made in the documentary "Forever and a Day". This story is entirely from my imagination. No 
teenage boys got in trouble from the creation of this story. 


"No TV, no phone and no skateboard. Just stay on the bus. Actually," Matthias trailed off as he turned away 
from his son. "I'll take this. Less tempting for you that way." He grabbed Nicolas‘ skateboard. 


"You can't take that!" Nicolas yelled as he tried to grab the board. 
"Watch me," Matthias growled. 


Nicolas muttered under his breath. To Matthias, it sounded like a mixture of German, slang and gibberish 


mixed together. He wasn't sure what his son had just said and he wasn't sure he wanted to know. 


"Well | don't know what you just said, but we can always add another week of grounding," was Matthias 


response to the muttering. 
"No. Do | look stupid to you?" 


"Well, yes, but that's beside the point. We can add more time if you don't think a month is long enough. Doesn't 
make a difference to me," Matthias warned. "You really enjoy being grounded, don't you?" He was inwardly 


laughing at his son, though he tried to appear serious on the outside. 


"No. | actually would rather you leave me alone. Do you even know how stupid you look right now?" Nicolas 
motioned to the skateboard his dad held. "I'd tell you you'll look stupid today but you look stupid every day, not 


just today. No man your age is supposed to have long hair.” 


| really don't care what you happen to think," Matthias stated. "You've got six weeks of grounding now. No 
phone, no skateboard and no TV." 


In the next room, Klaus was going through the same routine with Christian as Matthias had just done with 
Nicolas. Finally, all adults had left the tour bus and after a few minutes of silence, both teens were up and out 


of their rooms. 
"No skateboard huh? Rough," Christian groaned. "I lost mine too. Dad took it, to make sure | wouldn't use it" 


"Yeah, same. Said | have to stay on the bus. This is gonna be boring as hell" Nicolas sat at a small table, 


across from Christian "You lose phone and TV too?" 


"Yeah." Christian rolled his eyes. "What now? Can't go anywhere. Can't call anyone. Can't watch TV either. Not 
that you'd get anything decent on these things anyways." He motioned to the tiny television screens mounted in 


the bus. 

"Dad only said | have to stay on the bus. He didn't say the bus can't move," Nicolas said. "He's trained in law. 
And he didn't say the bus can't move, only that | can't get off it. And this is a band's tour bus. It's going to 
have to move at some point anyway." 


"Yeah, so?" Christian was confused now. 


"So we find the keys and take the bus somewhere. The park or something. | don't care what or where. Then we 


come back to where we are now. They won't know the difference," Nicolas explained. 


"Yeah, because seeing two teenagers driving a giant ass RV is totally normal," Christian laughed. "Makes total 


sense.’ He laughed again before becoming absolutely serious. "Let's go. You know how to drive?" 


"Of course. It can't be that hard" Nicolas was already climbing into the driver's seat of the tour bus. He 


turned back to Christian. "Where to?" 


"Starbucks and, if we think we have time, the park. | saw one a couple blocks away. I'm sure we can get there 
and get back before everyone gets back," Christian answered. They knew from experience that meetings 
between the band members and any kind of record executives always took at least an hour and sometimes two 


or three hours. 


The bus started up and began moving easily. Christian hadn't been sure about allowing Nicolas to drive, but had 
decided to let him do it anyway. So far everything was turning out fine. It only took a few minutes before they 
arrived and parked at a Starbucks just four blocks from where the tour bus had been parked before. There 
was still plenty of time before they would need to be back to avoid being caught by their parents or anyone 


else. 


Several minutes passed. Both had drinks and were sitting in the cafe, attempting to blend in as best they could, 
hoping no one would somehow realize who they were. They both knew it wasn't likely, but they didn't want to 
take chances. After several more minutes, Christian glanced out the window. He looked away quickly before 


looking at Nicolas. 
"We're screwed." He nodded toward the window. 
The band was coming into the cafe, along with several record executives. 


The only thing they could do was hope the bus hadn't been noticed as they had parked a short distance away 
from the actual store, and hope their dads didn't notice them either. 


No such luck. While everyone else gave their orders to band manager who went up to order, Klaus and 
Matthias stayed back in the seating area, walking over to their sons. Klaus walked over behind Christian, 


reached around him and took the drink away. "Why are you at Starbucks?" 


Christian didn't need to turn around to know he'd just landed in deep trouble. "I did tell you to stay on the bus, 


correct?" Klaus kept his voice low but he had an angry tone. 
"No, you didn't. Matthias told Nick to stay on the bus. You didn't actually tell me to stay," Christian argued. 


"Well that's funny since | specifically remember telling you that your ass stays on the bus. | know I'm old and 
might be mistaken, but this sure doesn't look like a tour bus!" 


"We got bored." 


"Uh-huh. You and Nick got ‘bored as you put it, and decided to not only disobey what we told you, but to add 


stealing a bus on top of it?" 


"We didn't steal the bus! Dad, seriously, do you need to talk about this right now?" Christian hissed. "And | 
didn't drive anyway. Nick did." 


"| don't believe you." Klaus was so close to his son that the younger one backed away. "Nicolas is only fourteen 
You're older than he is. | think you put him up to it. And what do you think we should do about you two 
stealing the bus? Should we report you for theft of a motor vehicle?" 


"Again, we didn't steal the bus! And no, | didn't put him up to this. It was all his idea" Christian shook his head, 


annoyed and wishing his dad would leave him alone. 

A few minutes passed. Both Klaus and Matthias glared at their sons the entire time, while trying to decide 
what to do. The two teens squirmed under the angry stares. Finally, they went outside for a chat, saying 
they'd be back in a few more minutes. 

"What do you think?" Matthias asked quietly. 


"| don't know. I've never known Christian to do stupid shit like this!" 


Matthias was quiet for a moment before breaking into an evil laugh. "I have an idea. What is the worst thing in 
the world to a teenager?" 


"Hmm?" was Klaus' only response. 

"How about we make the boys our personal assistants for this week of school break? Think about it. They'd 
have to be with us all the time. No teen wants to be seen with their parents. We could make them do 
whatever we want, whenever we want. Oh and they're still grounded." 


"| like it," Klaus laughed. "I'm sure they'll hate our guts more than they already do, but they'll get over it" 


The men returned to the others inside the cafe to announce their decision to cheers from the adults and 


groans from the teens. 

| hate you," both Christian and Nicolas groaned in unison. 

"Good, now maybe you'll think twice about doing dumb stuff next time. Now, here's a list of stuff | need done 
today!" Matthias responded as he handed his son a checklist. "Now get to it. All of this needs to be done by 
515 tonight" 


Klaus looked at Matthias and mouthed, "I think I'm going to like this." 


Matthias burst out laughing. 


